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DEDICATION.

To My WIFrk.

For forty-eight years, through sunshine and through
cloudy weather, she has been my traveling companion in
life’s journey, and in all the vicissitudes of those years
she has done more than her share in overcoming hin-
drances and in making our journey enjoyable. In all
the vicissitudes of life she has been my counselor and
helper, and always ready to make a sacrifice of herself
for my advancement or comfort. In short, she has not
only made my home a haven of rest and encouragement,
but she has made my public career possible; and if I
have accomplished anything of value, it is to her wise
prevision and optimistic faith in Providential care, it is

largely due.
(iif)






PREFACE.

In genealogical explorations in past years, with a view
to the publication of a family history, I found it exceed-
ingly difficult to get the facts I needed, and often wished
that my ancestors had been considerate enough of the
generations succeeding them to have left at least a brief
outline of the events which had befallen them, and
especially of the formative influences which had helped
or hindered their mental, moral or physical development.

Considering, as I do, that genealogy is not only an
interesting but an important study, I will endeavor to
contribute to the records of the Brinkerhoff family an
autobiographical outline of my own career and its en-
vironments, and trust that others of my name and blood
will be induced to do likewise.

In addition to the genealogical incentive to autobiog-
raphy, there is also the historical, for, as a member of
the Ohio Archzeological and Historical Society, I have
for many years been interested in Ohio history; and here
again the absence of authentic information in regard to
the first half of the present century is painfully appa-
rent, and we find that even the greatest men of that
period are almost mythological for want of contempora-
neous records.

There were giants in those days, and it is greatly to
be regretted that the lives they lived and deeds they
accomplished have not been fully recorded for the educa-
cation and inspiration of succeeding generations.

Those who make history may not have the time or the

(v)
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inclination to write history, as Caesar did, but it is to be
regretted that they do not. However, in recent years,
the makers of history in the generation now closing have
recognized the value of autobiography, and we have the
recollections of Grant, Sheridan and W. T. Sherman
among our generals, and Blaine, John Sherman and
others among our statesmen.

Of course, autobiographies by ordinary citizens will
not pay for publication, and therefore they rarely get
into print; but yet they have a value even in manuscript,
not only for family use, but for consultation by future
historians, for they often furnish information of the
highest value.

Now, it has so happened that the most active years of
my life covered the most important events of the anti-
slavery period, commencing with the repeal of the Mis-
souri Compromise in 1854, and closing with the rebellion
and the reconstruction and reconstructive incidents grow-
ing out of it.

During that period, it has been my fortune to know
quite intimately many of its leading men, and again and
again I have been at the turning points of history, and
have had a part in the shaping of events, and therefore
the student of history will find in my recollections some
side lights upon contemporary events, which may be
useful and interesting.

At any rate, as a loyal member of the Ohio Archzo-
logical and Historical Society, I make this contribution
to its archives, and trust that others will do likewise,
for by so doing I am very sure we render a valuable
service to coming generations.
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A LIFETIME.

CHAPTER L.

CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH.

Place of birth—Ancestors—Life with Grandfather—Home sur-
roundings—First school-teacher—Chapter of accidents—The
books I read—Religious influences—Call on President Van Bu-
ren—Academy days.

According to the family records, I was born June 28,
1828, in the town of Owasco, Cayuga county, New York,
and was the youngest of nine children.

I have no recollection of my mother, who died July 4,
1830.

After her death, I was taken to my grandfather’s home
(my mother’s father), who resided at the village of
Owasco, three miles south from my father’s house, and I
was cared for by mother's sisters, and especially hy my
mother’s youngest sister, Rachel.

There were three sisters, unmarried—Sallie, Margaret
and Rachel—and these, with my grandfather, constituted
the household.

My grandfather's name was Samuel Bevier, and he
was the lineal descendant in the fifth generation in Amer-
ica from Louis Bevier (Bouvier in French), a Huguenot
refugee from France, who came to the New Netherlands
in 1650, and was one of the twelve patentees of the tract
of land in Ulster county, New York, known as New
Paltz, and upon which the Huguenot colony settled.

(1)



2 RECOLLECTIONS OF A LIFETIME.

These Huguenots, after the revocation of the Edict of
Nantes, fled to Holland, where they resided several years
before emigrating to America.

They soon intermingled with the Dutch, and in a gen-
eration or two lost their language and identity as French-
men, and to all appearances were as Dutch as the Dutch
themselves.

They were a very religious people, and the Beviers, all
the way back to their ancestor, Louis, were members of
the Dutch Reformed Church, and were active Christians
in every good word and work.

My grandmother died eighteen days before I was born.
Her maiden name was Elizabeth Bevier, and she was a
cousin of my grandfather.

My grandmother on my father’s side was also of Hu-
guenot descent. Her name was Baeltie Des Marest, and
she was descended from Samuel Des Marest, who came
to New Jersey with a Huguenot colony in 1650, and set-
tled upon the Hackensack, in Bergen county, New Jersey.
The name is now commonly written Demarest.

Apparently, therefore, I am more French than Dutch,
and, so far as I know, I have not a drop of English blood
in my veins.

The Brinkerhoff name, however, is pure Dutch, so far
as we know, which is back to 1638 in America, and 1301
in Holland and Belgium in the Old World.

My father and mother, and both my grandfathers and
grandmothers, were members of the Dutch Reformed
Church, and their ancestors, without a break in the line,
as far back as we can trace them, were upright, Christian
men and women. I have heard my father say that they
were not very famous or very rich, but they loved God
and their country, and he hoped none of his children
would break out of the line.

The Brinkerhoff name has now reached the tenth
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generation in America, and there are at present about
two thousand men, women and children who bear this
name, and yet of those living, and of the thousands who
have passed away since Joris Dircksen Brinkerhoff landed
on Manhattan Island in 1638, not one, so far as we have
any record, has ever been convicted of an offense against
the criminal laws, and it is very rare indeed to hear of
one who has reached middle life without becoming a
member of a Christian church.*

My oldest brother was not a member of any church,
but from his youth upward he was one of the main pil-
lars of support to the old church at Owasco, but for
Calvinistic reasons remained an outsider.

In view of the power of heredity for good or evil in
every human life, it is evident that the best heritage of a
Brinkerhoff is an ancestry morally and physically sound.i

* In 1896, a man claiming the name of George Brinkerhoff was
sent to the Penitentiary from Wood county, Ohio. He was an un-
known tramp, and plead guilty of the charge of shooting with in-
tent to wound. He could give no intelligent account of himself,
and the only reference he would give was to a woman in Brooklyn,
New York, as his foster mother. The Brooklyn chief of police, at
my request, looked her up, and all she would say was that his
father was a sailor, born in England, and left his son an orphan at
an early age. The authorities were satisfied that George Brinker-
hoff was an assumed name. Later on, he was transferred to the
Ohio State Reformatory, at Mansfield, from which he was dis-
charged upon the expiration of his sentence, and then admitted
that his real name was George Beakley. The name Brinkerhoff, in
Brooklyn, where he resided, was one of the oldest in the city, and
always creditable, and for that reason, doubtless, he appropriated
it. Itis the old story of stealing the livery of heaven to serve the
devil in.

t The history of the Brinkerhoff family is contained in a volume
of 188 pages, published in 1887, entitled ‘‘The Family of Joris
Dircksen Brinkerhoff, and can be found in all public libraries
where genealogy has received attention. It was compiled mainly
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In the Owasco village, my grandfather Bevier's house
was a little east of the center, and as I remember it, the
house was a comfortable, old-fashioned wood structure,
located on a large lot, surrounded by fruit trees, and a
wide, grassy lawn in front. It was, in fact, a part of
my grandfather’s farm, which comprised a hundred
acres or more,

My recollections of the place are very meager, although
I suppose I must have remained there two or three years.

About the only thing I can recall of my grandfather
was sitting on his lap and listening to the ticking of a
big silver watch he would hold to my ear.

He died about a year after I went there, very suddenly,
of apoplexy, and I have a faint remembrance of the com-
motion it caused in the family.

I remember playing in the yard with a little girl from
the neighborhood, by the name of Martha Watson, and
beyond that, about the only incident I can recall is a
visit to the schoolhouse in the village with my sister, and
an attempt on the part of the schoolmistress to bribe me
with a penny to say my letters.

I have no doubt my stay with my aunts was very
pleasant and helpful to my child life, for they were all
good people, but my recollections in regard to it are so
dim as practically to amount to nothing.

In fact, my memory fails to report anything with any
special distinction until I was six or seven years old.

I do not remember when I returned to my father’s
house, but I suppose I must have been four or five years
old.

My father’s farm was a part of a tract of land located

by myself, but the chapters pertaining to the Flushing branch of
the family were furnished by T. Van Wyck Brinkerhoff, of Dutchess
county, New York.
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by my grandfather in 1795, and he was one of the earliest
settlers in Central New York.

My father’s farm was one of the best in the county,
and fronted upon the Owasco Lake, a beautiful sheet of
water, about twelve miles long and a mile and a quarter
wide at the place where we lived.

For rural scenery, nothing could be more delightful,
and the shores of the lake are now largely occupied by
summer villas for city people.

We were on the eastern shore of the lake, about two
and a half miles from the foot, and about five miles from
the city of Auburn, which at that time, perhaps, had a
population of four or five thousand.

Our neighbors were mostly farmers in comfortable cir-
cumstances, and for the most part they were of Holland
descent, and were zealous supporters of the two Dutch
Reformed Churches located at the Owasco village, three
miles south of us.

The old homestead is still in the family, and geograph-
ically, for a hundred years, it has been known as Brinker-
hoff’s Point.

Our family at this time consisted of my father, two
brothers, two sisters, and a housekeeper (Betsy Bingham)
and a hired man.

I was the youngest, and was never strong enough to
be of much use on the farm, and for the most part I was
left to my own wishes as to employment or pleasure.

Our farm fronted upon the lake, and rose from the
water’s edge to its eastern boundary with a gentle in-
clination. The house, barn and other buildings were lo-
cated on the east side of the highway, three hundred
yards or more from the lake. Along the lake was a
strip of woodland, a hundred yards wide, perhaps, and
between the woods and the road was an apple orchard of
choice fruit.
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On the southern and eastern boundary lines of the
farm was another strip of woodland, and along our
northern boundary, extending northeasterly, was a forest
of a hundred acres or more, in which we had famous
hunting for squirrel, pigeon, raccoon and other small
game, during all my boyhood days.

The strip of woods on the east was a sugar camp, in
which my father had erected a log-house for sugar-mak-
ing, and in which some of the most pleasant memories of
my early years are centered.

My father was a farmer of superior intelligence, and
as a horticulturist had few equals, and he made our farm
life very attractive, and from him I imbibed a love of
nature and country life which has never allowed me to
be contented with the limitations of a large city.

The fact that I have always surrounded myself with
ample grounds, and have taken an active interest in their
care and culture, has had very much to do, I have no
doubt, in securing the uniform good health I have always
enjoyed, and now, at the age of seventy-two, enable me
to feel as vigorous in body and mind as I did at fifty.

The farm adjoining that of my father's on the south
was that of my grandfather, Roeliff Brinkerhoff, after
whom I was named. He died when I was two years
old, and my grandmother a year or two later. I have no
recollection of either of them.

The farm then came to my Uncle Henry, who had a
large family of children, and with them for neighbors I
had no lack of playmates, and we spent much of our
time together, until they burned out and moved to Ohio
in 1838.

The farm adjoining my uncle’s on the south was
owned and occupied by John I. Brinkerhoff, a cousin of
my father, and he too had a large family of children,
and with them also I spent much time pleasantly.
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Northeast from my father’s, half a mile across the
woods, was the home of my uncle, Richard Parsell, who
married my father’s oldest sister, Margaret. We called
her Aunt Peggy, and she was one of the best women in
the world, and she took a special interest in me, and pos-
sibly at my mother’s request, for I have always under-
stood they were very close friends. At any rate, Aunt
Peggy was very kind to me and I was very much at-
tached to her, and as she was a very superior woman, I
have no doubt she influenced me for good in many ways.

Aunt Peggy lived to be ninety years of age, and
throughout her long life she was a benediction to all
who came within the sphere of her influence.

About a mile south of my father’s house, on the main
road to the Owasco village, was the schoolhouse of the
district to which we belonged. It was a modest struc-
ture, painted red, and was on the edge of the woods, and
was surrounded by some fine forest trees. It is still
standing, I believe, and when I saw it a few years ago, it
was not changed very much from what it was in my
youth. In this house my experience as a schoolboy
commenced when I was about six years old. My recol-
lections of that period are very limited.

My teacher was a young man by the name of Jacob
Hoornbeek, who afterwards came to Ohio and conducted
a commercial school at Sandusky for a number of years,
and died there some thirty years or more ago.

He always claimed to have taught me to spell and
read, but all I remember of his school is that it was in
the summer, and that on pleasant days we had sessions
in the woods under a big tree, and had a good time,
whether we learned much or little; and I presume my
school attendance at this time was not for the purpose of
scholarship so much as to keep me out of mischief at
home. My sister was with me and took charge of me,
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and if I made no special progress, I suffered no loss. I
at least learned to read, and I began to be interested in
primers and story-books for children.

The next teacher of whom I have any special memory
was a lady named Anna Maria De Witt, although not
next, I think, in order of time. She interested me in my
studies and aroused in me a thirst for knowledge, which
soon developed into that love of books which has been
the crowning pleasure of my life.

She started me in ‘‘Parley’s Primary Geography’ and
commended my progress, and with her encouragement I
went ahead of my classes in every direction, and for the
first time felt the joy of a successful student. Since
then, study has never been irksome, and the acquisition
of knowledge has been my highest pleasure.

The old red schoolhouse, embowered in the forest
trees, and overlooking to the westward, half a mile
away, the blue waters of the Owasco, has always been a
delightful memory. Since then, the grounds have been
contracted, the trees have been cut down for the most
part, the forest has disappeared, and the landscape has
been cruelly scarred by the demands of modern improve-
ments; but the old memory remains undimmed.

The lake alone remains unchanged—at least its waters
remain, but modern villas and a railroad along its west-
ern shore have taken away the most of the charms which
linger in my memory.

It has always seemed to me that people, especially
country people, do not realize as they ought the impor-
tance of locating their schoolhouses amidst pleasant sur-
roundings, and with pleasant outlooks. They ought to
recollect that pictures hung up in the memories of child-
hood are about the only ones that remain when we grow
old, and therefore, we owe it as a duty to children that,
as far as possible, these pictures should be pleasant and
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not repulsive. In my own case I know that when I
dream, and locate my dreams, it is usually amid the sur-
roundings of my childhood home.

The old, red schoolhouse and its surroundings are a
pleasant memory, but internally it has vastly improved.
Then the seats for the older scholars were continuous
seats ranged along the four walls, with a break at one
end for the teacher’s desk, and at the other for the en-
trance door. In front of these seats was a stationary
pine table for writing, and against this table, in front,
was a low seat for the smaller children. In the middle
of the room was a big wood stove to keep us warm in
winter.

To this schoolhouse I trudged, summer and winter, for
half a dozen years I suppose, but with the exception of
Anna Maria DeWitt, I do not think I gained very much
from my teachers, but they were pleasant years, and from
nature I learned much; I knew every tree in the forest
by name, and every form of forest life was as familiar to
me as my alphabet. So with fishes in lake and stream, I
knew their habits and could lure them to my hook
more surely than any other boy in the neighborhood, and
in many ways I became an expert in out-door pursuits.
I learned to fish and hunt, swim, skate and could handle
a boat with the best. In fact, a large part of my spare
time in summer was spent upon the water, and to this
day lakes, rivers and ocean attract me beyond anything
else in nature.

As a boy I was not an athlete, neither was I an in-
valid, but still I did not have that exuberance of animal
spirits that needed to be worked off in athletic contests,
or something more censurable, that gives anxiety to
friends. Upon the whole, I think I must have been
reasonably tractable, for I do not remember that I was
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ever whipped or otherwise punished at home or at school,
as bad boys usually are.

However, I was a venturesome boy, and sometimes
gave anxiety to the family.

On the water and in the water, as a fisherman, or
swimmer, in the summer, and as a skater in winter, I had
no sense of fear, and doubtless often took chances, that
seemed to others reckless.

However, no accidents came to me after I was a dozen
years old, but before that time there were several occa-
sions when my career came very near a premature ending.

The first was when I was eight or nine years old. I
was in my uncle’s high-roofed barn, filled on the sides,
and in the loft above, with sheaves of wheat. My
cousins and I were playing hide and seek, and I, true to
my climbing instincts, climbed the ladder to the peak of
the roof and then crawled over the sheaves of wheat
until I reached an unrecognized hole in the middle, and
plunged headlong twenty-five or thirty feet to the bare
floor below.

My chances for life were hardly one in ten, and for
two hours I was considered dead, but under the care of
my uncle (my mother’s brother), who was the leading
physician in that region, and who had been hastily sum-
moned, I came out all right, and suffered no harm.

A little later, I was bathing in the outlet of a brook,
and got beyond my depth, and as I had not yet learned
to swim, and was at a distance from my companions,
there was nothing to do but drown.

The sensation was rather pleasant than otherwise, after
the first choking sensations were over. All the stories
of drowning people I had ever her heard passed before
me like a panorama, and also a thousand other things.

One thing troubled me, and that was to how my people
would find out what had become of me; but finally it oc-



CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH. II

curred to me that my clothing on the bank would tell the
story and then I was satisfied.

There was music in my ears like the hum of bees in
summer, and all the colors of the rainbow were abeut me,
and then all was blank.

When I became conscious the boys were rolling me
about on the bank, and I again re-entered upon my
career which was very near an untimely ending.

A year or too later I had a fall of nearly forty feet out
of a forest tree I had climbed for acorns, and by all ordi-
nary calculations ought to have been killed, but I man-
aged to get to a house where they cared for me and sent
me home.

I was in bed a week or two, but still survive to tell the
story.

The first money I ever earned was by catching and
selling the yellow perch (Perca flavescens) and the first
two dollars I received were invested in a year’s subscrip-
tion for the ‘‘Saturday Evening Post,’”’ a literary weekly
published in Philadelphia, and which I believe is still
alive; at any rate it was an excellent periodical and I en-
joyed it immensely.

Another periodical in which I invested my earnings in
those days was ‘‘Parley’s Magazine,’’ and for the instruc-
tion and entertainment of young people, I do not believe
it has ever been equaled since.

Dear old Peter Parley (Samuel Griswold Goodrich),
to the youngsters of my generation was ever a safe guide,
a wise counselor, and an entertaining friend. He did
not write fairy tales, or fiction of any kind, but he made
history interesting, and all his books were instructive,
and to me, and to thousands of other boys, he was a
genuine benefactor, for he helped every one and hindered
1o one.

Among my early investments in literature was the
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Penny Magazine, which was a reprint of an English
periodical, and was full of information. I had the num-
bers bound in large volumes, and have them yet in my
library.

By this time my taste for books became a consuming
thirst and I read everything I could lay my hands on.
My father’s library ran to religious books largely, but he
also had a taste for poetry and history, but the most of
it was rather strong meat for a boy, but still I found
much to enjoy in Pope, Dryden, Milton, Josephus, and
Bunyan’s Pilgrim.

Pope was my father’s favorite, and his Essay on Man
he knew by heart, and often repeated pages from it, and
for this reason, I suppose, I took a fancy to Pope.

Milton was also a favorite with my father; but for some
reason I never could get very much interested in Milton,
and to this day I have never been able to wade through
Paradise Lost, and it seems to me that it is a desecration
of sacred things, and gives to the Devil and his angels
a great deal more consideration than they are entitled to.

In my father’s library there were no novels, and my
father did not believe in that kind of reading, and I
must have been ten or twelve years old before I made any
incursions into the world of fiction. My first experience
was with ‘“Thaddeus of Warsaw,”’ which I obtained from
a neighbor, and then came the ‘‘Scottish Chiefs’’ and
various others.

My father looked upon novel reading as he did upon
the measles, that it was a disease to which all young
people were liable, and was wise enough to give it such
direction as would do the least injury, and so he gave
me free range of the best writers, and let me surfeit my-
self, which I did in two or three years, and I have never
had the fever since. It was very hot however whilst it
lasted, and I exhausted not only the village library, but
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also all the private libraries within reach. However,
I was thoroughly cured, and suffered no particnlar harm,
except perhaps a habit of reading too rapidly for proper
assimilation, but as to any special good to be derived
from novel reading I have serious doubts. Doubtless
there are grains of wheat in every bushel of chaff, but
to me it seems a waste of precious time to hunt them up,
so long at least as there are whole granaries of golden
grain without the chaff.

Of course the best novels are better than nothing, and
a bushel of chaff with a few grains of wheat is better
than no grain at all, but to minds really in search of
knowledge novels are a waste of time. Possibly, with
boys of my age at that time, fiction is helpful in creating
a taste for literature which nothing else could give. It
cultivates the imagination and affords an outlook upon
the great world which otherwise could not be obtained, at
least by a country boy; but the boy needs to be carefully
guarded in what he reads.

Fortunately my novel reading began with the best
authors, and I was so saturated with Scott, Cooper and
Dickens that bandit stories of the baser sort never in-
terested me in the least. During these novel reading
years I took also a good deal of history, some poetry, and
not a little of general literature. N. P. Willis and Will-
iam Cullen Bryant at this time were leading American
writers and influenced me largely, and especially Willis,
whose ‘‘Pencilings by the Way” and his religious
poems made a deep impression upon me. I remember
to this day a paragraph from Willis which has shaped
my actions in numberless instances. He said: ‘‘English
society is like a cat’s back. If you commence at the
head and slicken downwards everything is smooth, but
if you commence at the tail and slicken upwards the
sparks will fly.”” From that day to this, whenever I



14 RECOLLECTIONS OF A LIFETIME.

wanted to accomplish anything with civil, military or
corporation officials I have gone to the head and
‘“‘slickened downwards,’’ and have been greatly obliged
to Willis for the suggestion.

Bryant also influenced my life very largely, and more
permanently, perhaps, than any other writer, first by his
poems and later in life by his political writings in the
‘‘New York Evening Post.”” Among the authors I have
known, Bryant was one of the few that personal acquaint-
ancedid not disenchant. I knew him quite well a quarter
of a century later, and the more I saw of him the more
I reverenced him.

T'wo other books I read in those early years I remember
with gratitude; one was ‘‘Combe on the Constitution of
Man,”’ and the other was Locke ‘“‘On the Human Un-
destanding.”’ The first led me to live hygienically, and
to him I owe, very largely, the excellent health I have
enjoyed to the present time; the other taught me how to
use and how to economize my mental powers. For the
poets I have never had very much appreciation, and in
my early years they attracted me but little. Out of
affection for my father I tried hard to wade through
Milton, Pollock, and Young’s ‘‘Night Thoughts,’’ but
finally gave up the task, and have never attempted it
since. Why this was so, I can not tell; I think I had the
poetic temperment more fully than most boys of my age.
‘I saw visions and dreamed dreams,’’ and many an hour
I lay in the grass, or in my boat upon the lake, and built
castles in the air, and speculated upon the Infinite.
About the only poems that took hold of me at this
time with power were the ‘‘Book of Job’’ and ‘‘Bryant’s
Thanatopsis.” A little later Byron’s poems moved me
profoundly, and especially his ‘‘Childe Harold’’ and
some of his somber dramas, like ‘“Manfred,’’ ‘‘Sardanapa-
lus,”’ and “‘Cain,”’ and doubtless influenced my life more
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or less, but upon the whole the poets have had little to
do with my mental make-up. This may be my misfor-
tune; but such is the fact nevertheless.

During all these early years the religious influences which
surrounded me were Calvinistic. My father was an elder
in the Dutch Reformed Church, and our fireside was often
surrounded by the brethren in high discussion upon fore-
ordination, free will, and other religious topics.

My Father was a Calvinist, but he was too much of a
Christian to be a bigot, and if his creed had been as fault-
less as his life there would have been no cause for revision
in later generations. Religion as illustrated in my father’s
life attracted me and held me steady, but our Calvinistic
preachers (dominies as they were called in Dutch) re-
pelled me, and made me skeptical. God, as they repre-
sented Him, was a cruel tyrant rather than a kind Father.
At least it seemed so to me, although I tried hard to
think otherwise.

Doubtless Calvinism was better than its creed, and it
has been a wonderful power for good in the world, but to
a doubting Thomas of a boy like me, it was hurtful in
many ways. However, it surrounded me with a reli-
gious atmosphere, and my father’s life and teachings, in
the end, led me to see that God was not a tyrant, but
Love, and Light, and Life. With children, example is
much more potent than precept, and they are very
early in discerning the difference between precept and
performance, and I think also that they consider the
problem of life and death much earlier than we give them
credit for. At any rate, when I recall my child-life, I
cannot remember the time when the whence, why, and
wherefore of existence were not questions for meditation.

When I was about ten years old, I had my first ex-
perience with a President of the United States. It was
with Martin Van Buren, who made a visit to the city
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of Auburn, five miles from my home. My father and
Uncle Henry were old friends of the President, and lead-
ing Democrats in the county, and naturally called upon
him. My father took me with him. I remember theonly
person present with the President was Wm. H. Seward,
then governor of New York. After the usual salutations,
I was introduced by my father as ‘‘my youngest.”’ The
President patted me kindly on my head, and inquired if
I was ‘‘a Jackson boy,” and when I said ‘‘yes, sir,”’ he
replied, ‘‘then you are all right.”’

Van Buren, as I remember him, was a placid, smooth-
faced sandy-haired gentleman, in middle life, and was
very kind and courteous. I have known half a dozen
Presidents since then, but none of them were so suave
and cultured as Martin Van Buren. Ten years later the
‘‘Jackson boy’’ he commended was a tutor at the Hermit-
age, in charge of General Jackson’s grandchildren.

When I was twelve years old, perhaps at my own re-
quest, I was permitted to leave my own district school
and attend that of an adjoining district. ‘This was known
as the Parsell School, and was near where my uncle and
aunt lived. This was a larger and more advanced school
than I was accustomed to, and my attendance there was
an epoch in my life. The teacher’s name was Garret
Van Vleet, and his ability for creating a love of knowl-
edge and study in his pupils was really wonderful, and I
have never known classes to advance faster or further in
the same length of time than they did with him. At
any rate, at the end of my second winter with him, I was
well up to the standard of the ordinary high school of
the present day.

At the age of fourteen, I was sent to the academy at
the city of Auburn, about six miles from my home.
Here I had an entirely new environment, and, like a bird
severed from the parent nest, I had an opportunity to fly
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alone for the first time; that I flew a little irregularly is
not to be wondered at, but upon the whole I got along
fairly well. Fora time I boarded at the academy, where
the boys were pretty wild, but later on I boarded with a
private family, in the city, where I had better oppor-
tunity for study.

I was at the academy about a year, and made some
progress, especially in Latin and Greek. Mr. Hopkins,
the principal of the academy, was a man of considerable
learning, but he was not an inspiring teacher to me, al-
though he treated me kindly, and did me no harm.
Among my fellow students I made no lasting friendships,
and I remember only three or four who became prom-
inent in after life; of these, Roscoe Conkling and Clar-
ence Seward were in the class above me, and Frederick
Seward, son of Governor Wm. H. Seward, was in the
class below me. Outside I had some close friends who
were helpful to me. Among them was a young artist
by the name of George Clough, who afterwards became
quite famous, and from whom I acquired a taste for art
which has been a joy to me ever since. From him I learned
free-hand drawing, and painting in oil somewhat, and
how to play the flute. In short, what little I know of
art and music I learned from him. Through him I be-
came acquainted with Elliot, the famous portrait painter
of that generation. What I gained from associating with
these two men has been of more value than all I acquired
at the academy.

The boys of the academy were wild as colts, and per-
petrated many pranks upon the teachers and each other,
and I participated in a small way, but I never enjoyed
that kind of foolishness very much, and greatly preferred
a quiet hour with Clough in his studio, talking art, or
listening to his flute. Occasionally, we rambled in the

2
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woods and fields around the city, with our sketch books.
Clough at this time painted four landscapes of considera-
ble merit, and one of them he gave to me, and it is still
a valued possession. It is a picture of the house and its
surroundings of Judge Conkling, the father of Roscoe.
It was then a delightfully rural scene, with water and
woods in the foreground, but it has long since been cov-
ered over with factories and houses, and nothing remains
of its pristine beauty. In the picture I am depicted as a
fisherman on a bridge, and posed as such whilst Clough
sketched me in the picture. I was at the academy, I
suppose, about a year, and them was transferred to an-
other school of higher grade at the village of Homer,
some forty miles south of my father’s house. The Ho-
mer Academy at that time was one of the famous schools
of the state, made so largely by the presidency of S. B.
Woolworth, afterwards the chancellor of the State Nor-
mal School. It really deserved its high reputation, and
attracted a large number of pupils, both male and female.
Here I had larger advantages than at Auburn, and came
in contact with more advanced scholars, and upon the
whole I think I improved my opportunities fairly well.

My associates were mostly older than I, and the fact
that I was able to keep up with them in my studies gave
me confidence. Still I made no permanent friendships at
Homer, and even the teachers did not impress me as Gar-
ret Van Vleet had done at the Parsell District School.
Upon the whole, however, my year at Homer was helpful
to me in many ways, and was time well spent.

The summer and autumn of 1844, at Homer, gave me
my first interest in politics. It was a presidential year,
with Clay and Polk as competing candidates, ‘The most
of the students were Whigs, but I was a hot young Dem-
ocrat, and as the adherents of Polk and Dallas were few
in number, we had pretty hard work to keep up our end
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of the discussions. I, for one, was ready to ‘‘back my
opinions with a wager,”” and the result was that number-
less oyster suppers and other small stakes were pending
when the election came off. The result was I won all,
and enforced nothing, and I have never made election
bets, or any others, from that day to this.

At Homer, as at all schools where there are a large
number of students, we had the usual typical charac-
teristics. Some were diligent and some were dilatory;
some steady and some wild; some dull and some bright;
some religious and some skeptical. I think I was fairly
diligent and steady; I have no recollections of black
marks or reprimands. I was not as bright as some oth-
ers, and made no claim to meteoric gifts in any direction;
but I kept well to the front in my classes, and had the
good opinion of my teachers.

By inheritance I was of a religious nature, and I can
not remember the time when the great questions of God
and the future did not interest me profoundly; but at the
same time my temperament was critical and skeptical,
and a faith without a scientific basis to rest upon was
impossible. The result was that I was more of a moral-
ist than a Christian, and rather prided myself that, as a
Stoic of the Marcus Aurelius type, I was better in
conduct than most Christians; and I am not sure but I
was.

My motto was, ‘‘Mens conscia rects,”’ and I tried to live
up to it; but the more I tried the more conscious I be-
came of falling short of my ideal, and the result was
years of mental unrest before I discerned that the best
of us are miserable sinners, that no one can be saved by
works alone, and that there is no solution of the riddle
of life except in Jesus Christ, our Lord.
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CHAPTER 1II.
BuUSINESS BEGINNINGS.

As a school-teacher—The ship launched—Southward bound—
Storm on Lake Erie—A railroad experience—In a slave state—
Kindness of Boniface Bell.

In the autumn of 1844, I received an invitation to
teach a country school in the township of Niles, a few
miles south of my father’s, and accepted it. I was a
boy just past sixteen years, tall, slender, and rather
timid; but the school was small and the twenty or thirty
scholars were young enough for me to control, and I got
along very well—at least my employers seemed to think
so. I was deeply interested in my work and did my
best, but still I have always felt that my own education
was advanced more than my scholars.

My work gave me confidence in myself and that self-
control and clearness of thought which I so much needed.
In fact, my experience as a teacher has fully convinced me
that we can never fully assimilate what we have learned
until we endeavor to impart our knowledge to others.

My Niles school was the beginning of my career as an
independent factor in the work of the world. I received
the munificent sum of ten dollars a month, and ‘‘boarded
around,’”’ but no king was ever more independent or
happier than I, and the experience and the mental up-
lift I received was of more value than any amount of
money.

In the spring of 1845, I concluded to study law. At
that time, in New VYork, it took seven years of study to
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obtain admission to the bar; and as I had a chance,
through my father’s influence, to get into an office where
I could partly earn my way, I started in. My preceptor
was a lawyer in the city of Auburn, by the name of
Stephen A. Goodwin, and he was also an officer of the
chancery court, which afforded me some work as a copy-
ist at ten cents a folio of one hundred words. Mr.
Goodwin was a middle-aged man, a good lawyer, and a
kindly, pleasant gentleman, and my stay with him was
agreeable, and I read Blackstoné and other elementary
works with some degree of profit, I presume, but my
memory does not recall any special inspiration or uplift
connected with this period.

Whilst a law student with Mr. Goodwin, I attended
the famous murder trial known as the ‘‘Freeman case,”’
in which Wm. H. Seward was counsel for defendant and
John D. Van Buren was prosecutor. It continued many
days, and here for the first time I heard the plea of in-
sanity fully considered, and I presume it has never been
more ably presented. ‘The negro had slaughtered a whole
family, and public sentiment was so overwhelming
against him that he was convicted and sentenced to be
hung. Before the day of execution, however, his insan-
ity was so palpable that he was reprieved, and soon after
died, a pitiable imbecile. This trial gave me a lifelong
interest in the subject of insanity.

In the autumn of this year (1845), I accepted an invi-
tation to teach a school in the old red schoolhouse where
I first learned to read. My invitation was coupled with
the suggestion that I would have a tough lot of pupils to
deal with, and if I was able to manage them it was more
than any other teacher had done for some years. This,
instead of deterring, rather stimulated me, for I knew
the crowd from my youth up, and I had a curiosity to
try the ring of my metal under adverse circumstances.
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There were in the district a dozen or more young men
who were as wild as hawks and bright as the light, who
had been in the habit of making the winter school a bed-
lam, ending in chaos in a few weeks. They were older
than I, some of them several years older, and it required
generalship to handle them. They did not put in an ap-
pearance for two or three weeks after school opened, and
then they came in a body, bent on mischief. I met
them frankly at the very threshold, and insisted on a full
understanding as to our relative rights and duties. They
were willing to admit that I had had superior educational
advantages and that I was competent to instruct them. I,
upon my part, assured them they could command all my
powers by day and by night, and that I knew them well
enough to believe that if we could work together har-
moniously, we could make a record as conspicuously
good as the past had been conspicuously bad.

The result of our consultation was that we came to a
full understanding, and a more progressive set of scholars
I have never seen. The enthusiasm was wonderful, and
we not only put in the days, but some of the evenings
also each week. My classes in all lines caught the con-
tagion, and in some, especially arithmetic and algebra,
the progress made was phenomenal. In fact, I have
never seen it equaled any where in the same length of
time. The outcome was that when the spring came we
were the banner school of the county and my reputation
as a teacher was at high-water mark. The uplift to me,
of course, was immense. It was my first genuine success
in life, as the jockeys would say, ‘I struck my gait,”
and I am not sure but I made a mistake in not making
educational work my life work.

In the month of May, 1846, I returned to my law
studies, but my father having become financially em-
barrassed somewhat, I began to feel that it was incum-
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bent upon me to relieve him from further burden upon
my account. A year or so previously a cousin of mine
had gone to the State of Tennessee as a teacher and it
occurred to me that possibly I might do well by going
there also, and so I wrote to him and he encouraged me
to join him, and thought he could aid me in getting a
start. So I talked it over with my father, and early in
October he took me to the city, gave me one hundred
dollars, took me to the railroad station, and started me
out, with good advice and his blessing into the great
world alone. I never saw him again. I have never
known a better man, and to his example and teachings I
am indebted more than to all others.

My father did not dictate in the slightest as to my
studies or as to my career in life—perhaps it was hazard-
ous for me that he did not do so—but the moral impress
that he left upon me was so powerful that it was im-
possible for me to drift very far out of the line of recti-
tude, wherever the winds and currents of life might
carry me. Doubtless, a directing hand would have been
helpful to me at my age, but the heredity, and example
my father gave me were worth a thousand times more
than the wisest dictation without them.

When I look back over the years that have come and
gone since that October morning in 1846, when I cut
loose from home surroundings, and home influence, and
assumed the entire responsibility of my own career, and
ask myself as to its wisdom or unwisdom, I can only say,
God only knows; I do not. If I were asked by a young
fellow situated as I was, I presume I would say without
hesitation, don’t you do it. Very likely two years
earlier I would have said to him keep out of a law office
until you have finished a college course and acquired a
sufficient mental discipline to know what you are best
fitted for. Still, I am not sure but the course I actually
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did take was the very best I could have adopted for the
best development of the mental and physical forces
given me.

At any rate here I was on that memorable October
day, on the New York Central Railroad (then but re-
cently opened), on my way to Nashville, Tennessee, via
Buffalo and the lake. It was a long leap into the un-
known for a beardless boy, like me to make; but the
world was fresh, and all things were newand entertain-
ing, and of course the sensations were immensely inter-
esting. I reached Buffalo late in the afternoon and went
directly to the steamer ‘‘Wisconsin,’”’ then one of the
finest boats on the lake.

We left the harbor at sundown; the sky was overcast,
and a heavy storm was evidently gathering along the
western horizon, and within an hour the wind began to
blow heavily, and by midnight it became a howling gale.
By this time nearly all the passengers were sick and
many were badly frightened. Fortunately for me I had
spent a great deal of time on the water at home, and did
not get sick or scared. On the contrary, there was a
sublime fascination in the storm which banished all sense
of personal danger.

Aside from the officers and crew I was the only person
on deck, and by holding on to an iron stanchion, I was
able to keep my feet. I have never seen a wilder night
on any waters, fresh or salt. As the night wore on the
wind increased and grew colder, and finally a blinding
storm of snow and sleet came down upon us. At last
the winds were so fierce and the sea so heavy that it was
evident we were making no headway, and the captain
came to the conclusion to hunt a shelter under the Canada
shore. It was a risky business to swing the ship around
in the teeth of such a gale, but it was finally accom-
plished, and we ran northeasterly towards the light upon
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Long Point, and just about daylight we swung under its
lea and anchored. Here we remained all that day and
part of the next, when the wind lulled somewhat and we
made another start up the lake, but it was soon found
that the sea was too heavy for progress, and back we
came again under the friendly shelter of Long Point.

The next day we tried it again and finally succeeded
in pushing through to Cleveland, where we ran upon a
sand bar, on account of the water blown out of the
harbor by the winds, and were landed by a canal boat.
Here, in order to gain time, I took a freight steamer for
Sandusky. I was in bad luck again, for the wind blew
great guns, and it was past midnight before we reached
Milan.

At Milan I learned or remembered that the collector of
the port was my first school teacher, Jacob Hoornbeek,
and as he lived close by the landing, I concluded to stop
and see him and take my chances of getting to Sandusky
by land, which was only ten miles away. So I routed
him out of bed and staid until morning. I was certainly
glad to see him, and I think he was glad to see me, and
we had a pleasant time together.

The next morning I hired a carriage and driver and
reached Sandusky in time to take the south-bound train
on the Sandusky, Mansfield and Newark Railroad. ‘This
road at that time was probably the longest in the state.
There were a few miles on each end of the old Mad
River road, and beyond that, so far as I remember, there
was not a mile of railroad anywhere in the state.

At Plymouth, twenty miles north of Mansfield, I
stopped a week or ten days to visit my sisters and other
relations, and then went on to Mansfield, and took the
stage for Springfield, via Newark and Columbus. We
left Mansfield about noon and reached Columbus the
evening of the next day, which made the ride long and
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tedious. ‘This ride was without incident, and was rather
tiresome.

At Springfield I took the train for Cincinnati. It was
early in the morning as we pulled out in a foggy drizzle,
and there were but few passengers in the car. Presently
the conductor, a stalwart Irishman, came in to collect
fares. He had evidently been drinking and was not yet
sober. When he came to me I handed him a five dollar
bill which he took in a maudlin way, and after looking it
over returned it to me, and said that kind of money
would not pass. It was a new bill, received by me at the
Cayuga County Bank, and was a part of the hundred
dollars given me by my father, and was really worth a
premium in Ohio, and I told him so. He insisted that it
was not good and that I could not ride on it. I told him
all the money I had was of that kind, that I knew it was
good, and that I proposed to ride on it. He pulled the
bell rope to stop the train, and went forward to the brake-
man to help him put me off. Of course they could put
me off, but I was young and fiery and did not propose to
go without a fight for my rights.

Just then a passenger sitting behind me tapped me on
the shoulder and said, ‘“‘Count me on your side.” I
looked around and saw a strong, heavily-bearded man,
wrapped in a blue army overcoat, and of course I felt re-
lieved. The train stopped and the conductor and brake-
man came for me, my new friend caught his arm and -
called a halt. ‘“Who are you?’’ said the conductor with
a big oath. “I am Major Gordon of the United States
Army,”’ was the reply, ‘‘and all the men you have on
this train can’t put this young man off.”” In short, I
was let alone and rode in peace to Cincinnati.

Major Gordon, as he told me, was a cavalry officer
under General Taylor, and had been wounded at the
Battle of Resaca de la Palma in the month of May, and
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was now on his way to rejoin his regiment. It was my
first experience with a regular army officer, and I have
had an affection for West Pointers ever since.

Later in my life, when I became a soldier myself, I
always preferred service under a regular army officer;
and I had a large experience with them, and never had
the slightest friction with one of them. They were
gentlemen, and knew what they wanted, and knew
when a subordinate was doing his duty, and were always
ready to commend faithful service.

Major Gordon as we neared Cincinnati paid my fare,
and told me I could repay him at the hotel when I got
my money changed. This I did at the Henri House,
where we stopped. At noon I bade him good-bye and
took the mail boat for Louisville. I had been up two
nights and was glad to get into my stateroom and go to
sleep. When I awakened I had evidently been at the
wharf in Louisville for sometime.

It was two o’clock in the morning, and not a living
person to be found. I finally went ashore and wandered
about the landing to find some one to take me to the
Galt House, where I knew the stage started for Nash-
ville at four o’clock. It was perfectly still and there was
not the slightest form of life to be found, and for the
first time I was homesick, and knew what it was to be a
stranger in a strange land. After awhile I heard the
sound of wheels, and presently a negro with a mule and
cart came in view, and I engaged him to take me to
the Galt House. We succeeded in getting my trunk
ashore and into the cart, and seated upon it I rode to
the Galt House in triumph.

I got my breakfast and took the stage at daylight.
It was a glorious morning, clear, crisp and frosty. The
scenery was new, strange and interesting, and I was
young, fresh and healthy, and of course I was happy.
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I was now in a slave state, and the preponderance of
negroes was the first novelty that attracted my attention,
and the next was Kentucky farm houses with a chimney
at each end on the outside.

We were on a splendid pike road, bowling along at ten
miles an hour, and changing horses frequently. As the
day wore on it grew colder, and as evening came there
were but two passengers left—myself and a young man
by the name of Pearson, from Philadelphia. It grew
still colder, and we told stories and sang songs, and
amused ourselves as best we could. At last, about nine
o'clock at night, we stopped for supper, at what was
known as ‘‘Bell’'s Tavern,’”’ seven miles from Mammoth
Cave.

The landlord opened the stage door and helped me out,
but I found that I was so nearly frozem that I could
not walk alone. Mr. Bell helped me to the house and
opened the door and ushered us into a room with an old-
fashioned fireplace, with a great fire, which looked like
a blazing log heap; the light and warmth was like heaven
upon earth. After thawing out a little, Mr. Bell said:
‘“The next thing you need is some peach brandy and
honey;’’ and he took us to the bar at one end of the
room and poured out a tumbler nearly full of these gen-
erous ingredients, and then, warmed up with an inward
and outward glow, he took us to a supper fit for a king.
The venison, and quail, and coffee, and hot rolls of that
supper have been a joy of memory ever since.

Dear old Boniface Bell has gone to his rest long ago;
but I have marked his memory with a white stone, and
shall never forget him. There are now no Bell's Tav-
erns in all that Southern land, and never can be where
railroads run. We left Bell’s Tavern with a glow of sat-
isfaction, warmed and invigorated for our all-night ride,
and did not experience further inconvenience from cold.
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In fact, as we were going due south, the weather soon
moderated, and by morning it was mild enough for me
to ride outside with the driver and see the country.
From the Tennessee boundary southward, through
Sumner and Davidson counties to Nashville, is a beauti-
ful rolling country, and pleasant to the view at all times;
but riding through it for the first time, as I did, on a
sunny day in November, it was unusually attractive.
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CHAPTER III.

LIrE IN TENNESSEE.

Arrival at Nashville—Southern hospitality—My cousin, Harden-
berg Parsell—Seeking a school—A disappointment—The Donel-
son family—The Donelson school—Social life in the South—
“Poor whites’’—Country life—Politics of the South—Followers
of Calhoun—Repeal of the Missouri Compromise foreshadowed—
Dueling in the South—The Branch family—Change of location.

We reached Nashville late in the afternoon and stopped
at the Suwanee House, then a well-known hostelry, and
then, after brushing off the dust of travel, I called at the
office of the ‘‘Daily American,’”’ and presented a letter of
introduction to a Mr. Shepard, who was then its business
manager. He received me kindly and invited me to his
house, and gave me all the information I needed to find
my cousin, who was located at Neeley’s Bend, some six
miles up the river. The next day he introduced me to a
planter who lived in the neighborhood, who proposed to
show me the way. So I procured a saddle-horse and
went with him.

In those days, carriages were rarely used and horse-
back riding was the almost universal method of locomo-
tion, both for men and women. The civilization of the
old slaveholding South was as different from that of the
North as that of England from France. TUnlike the
North, the cultivated, educated and traveled people lived
on the plantations and not in the cities. In that respect
it resembled England rather than the North. Like the
nobility and country squires of England, the planters
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looked upon city people engaged in trade or manufacture
as social inferiors rather than equals. ‘The best lands, as
a rule, were in large plantations, and were cultivated by
slaves, and resembled in many ways the old baronial es-
tates of England. As a rule, white men did not culti-
vate the land, and when they did not own slaves they
hired them from those who did to do their work.

The poor whites, who neither owned nor hired slaves, at
least in Middle Tennessee, were denizens of the worthless
lands, and were the hangers-on of the plantations, and as
a rule, they made a living by illicit traffic with the slaves
and by hunting and fishing. They were despised by the
slaves as ‘‘poor white trash’’ and were annoyances to the
planters. In short, the planters were the ruling class in
all the slave states, and this exercise of power and au-
thority, as in the old Grecian republics, developed a type
of civilization which in many respects was noble and ele-
vating. With wealth and leisure and slaves at command,
they were generous and hospitable, and made their
homes attractive to friends and visitors. In public life,
as a rule, they were honorable, patriotic and trustworthy.
They were too proud to steal and too brave to deceive,
and the result was the production of such men as Wash-
ington, Jefferson, Jackson and Clay, and scores of others
of a similar type. In short, they had the virtues of the
feudal system as well as its vices.

The plantation of Mr. Neely was on the north side of
the Cumberland river, and around it the river made a
curve which was known as Neely’s Bend. At this point
was a ferry which we did not reach until nightfall, and
here for the first time I heard the weird boat cry of a
negro ferryman in answer to our call. He took us over
safely and a short ride brought us to Mr. Neely’s house,
where I found my cousin, Hardenberg Parsell, and re-
ceived a hospitable welcome from Mr. Neely. Here I
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remained for a week or two, mostly in the house, nursing
a bad cold and a quinsy throat.

Parsell was teaching a select school in the neighbor-
hood with Mr. Neely as his principal patron. Knowing
of my coming and its purpose, he had made inquiry and
had heard of a vacant school an Hendersonville, some
ten miles away to the northwest in Sumner county, and,
therefore, when I had recovered, we rode over to that
neighborhood to see what could be done. We went first
to a Dr. Graham, one of the trustees of the school, and
he advised us to see General Donelson, as the most im-
portant person interested in the school. We found the
general was absent from home, and his wife informed us
that nothing would be done until his return some days
later. Mrs. Donelson invited us to dinner and treated
us very handsomely. I told her my story, and she en-
couraged me to remain until the general returned. She
seemed interested in me, and I certainly was in her.
She was a middle-aged woman, of fine presence, and evi-
dently had been well educated and trained. She was the
daughter of Governor Branch of Florida, who had also
been United States Senator from North Carolina and
Secretary of the Navy under President Jackson.

On our return to Dr. Graham’s, he invited me to re-
main at his house until General Donelson should return,
so I sent my horse home with Parsell, and made myself
at home with the doctor and enjoyed myself immensely.
I hunted in the woods, and fished in the river, and
made the acquaintance of various families in the neigh-
borhood.

In a few days, I was invited to a wedding and escorted
the doctor’s niece. We went on horseback, and there
were at least a dozen couples, and we had several miles
to ride. After the wedding, we went to the ‘‘infair,”’ as
they called it, at the house of the groom’s father, and of
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course I was initiated into the customs of a social life
entirely new to me. The boundless hospitality of the
old South, as contrasted with that of the North, was very
striking and very attractive.

In due time General Donelson returned, and a confer-
ence was held by the directors of the Hendersonville
school, which resulted in the selection of a competing
candidate who had local influence through relatives and
friends in the neighborhood, and it was also surmised
that politics was a potential factor. The result was an-
nounced to me by one of the directors by the name of
Lyle, who was a planter in the neighborhood, whose ac-
quaintance I had made. I told him I would have been
glad to have had it otherwise, but still I was more than
repaid for my stay among them by the pleasant ac-
quaintances I had made and the hospitality I had re-
ceived. He asked me what I expected to do next, and
I told him I would take the stage for Nashville in the
afternoon. He told me not to be in a hurry, but go
with him and call upon General Donelson, who might be
of service to me, and then if I wanted to go anywhere,
he would furnish me a horse. Do you see that mare, he
asked, pointing to the animal near by? Ves, I said, and
she is a beauty. Yes, he replied, she is the finest thun-
derbolt mare in Tennessee. I have refused fifteen hun-
dred dollars for her. You can have her to ride until you
get located, and then you can send her home.

This was Tennessee hospitality. Here was a man who
had never seen me but once, and knew nothing of my
antecedents, and yet he was willing to back me on sight
with property and friendship. Where, except in the old
South, would such a proposition be possible? And yet
this was the spirit I met in my intercourse with the
planters of Tennessee practically everywhere. We called

3
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upon General Donelson, whom we found at his home.
He was a large, fine-looking man, of about fifty years of
age. He had been a graduate of the West Point Mili-
tary Academy, ranking high in his class, and was a man
of high character and ability, and ample means. He
was connected by birth and marriage with some of the
most influential families of the South.

The Donelson family was one of the oldest in the
state, being descended from Captain John Donelson, the
founder of the city of Nashville, whose daughter,
Rachel, became the wife of General Jackson. The
brother of General Donelson was private secretary for
General Jackson when President, and subsequently was
United States minister at Berlin. The sisters of General
Donelson were women of unusual ability and beauty.
One was the wife of Judge Cahal of the high court of
chancery; another married General Caruthers, of Leba-
non, a leading lawyer; another, Dr. Allison, of Lebanon,
a prominent physician, and still another was the wife of
Dr. Hocket, one of the largest planters and slaveholders
in the state, so that in securing the friendship of Gen-
eral Donelson I obtained an influence of the highest
value. I was not aware of this, however, when I made
his acquaintance, but simply knew that he was considered
an important factor in the community where he lived.

The Donelson plantation was located between the Gal-
latin pike and the Cumberland river, and the homestead
buildings were a short half mile from the village of
Hendersonville, now a station on the Louisville and
Nashville Railroad, in Sumner county, about sixteen
miles from Nashville. The general received us very
cordially, invited us to dinner, and sent our horses to the
stable. We remained with him several hours. He was
a man of ability, and of large acquaintance with the
leading men of the country, and withal, was a very en-
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tertaining talker, so that he made our stay very pleas-
ant. After dinner, he took up the school question, and
expressed himself as very much dissatisfied with what
had been done, and finally declared he would have noth-
ing more to do with the Hendersonville school. He
said he had a schoolhouse of his own on his own land,
and if Mr. Lyle and other friends would join with him
he saw no reason why they should not support a school
of their own.

To make a long story short, he proposed that I should
take charge of such a school. He said his wife favored
such arrangement, although they had only daughters to
send to the school, and upon the whole he thought they
could give me a fair support. At any rate, he would
furnish the schoolhouse, and I could board with him
free of expense, and he would pay me a stipulated
amount, and I could get as many outside scholars as I
could.

At any rate, he would be glad to have me try it for one
year, and see what would come of it.

The result was I accepted his proposition and became
an inmate of the family for the year, and had no cause to
regret it. It was a delightful southern home, and they
made my life with them very enjoyable. My school-
room was a quarter of a mile away in a pleasant grove,
and as my pupils were only about a score in number, I
was not worked hard, and upon the whole I passed my
time pleasantly and profitably.

I had at command a gun and ammunition, and a
splendid gray hunter to ride, so that I explored the
woods and surrounding country, and soon made the ac-
quaintance of the people for miles around, and had a
good time generally. Mrs. Donelson’s good-will for me,
which gave me my start, grew out of my resemblance to
her dead brother James, and there probably was a family
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resemblance, for Governor Branch, the father, looked
more like my own father than any man I ever knew.

So it happens in life that very little things shape our
destiny, as I have found many times in my experience.
We call them accidents, but Shakespeare was right when
he declared: ‘“There is a Providence that shapes our
ends, rough hew them as we will.”’

During the school year of ten months I passed with
the Donelsons, nothing of special importance occurred to
make or mar my fortune. I was a part and parcel of the
daily routine of an intelligent and well-ordered family.
We quite frequently had visitors, people of prominence
in the state, and sometimes from other states.

General Donelson was a Democrat in politics, and a
man of large influence in the councils of his party. The
Whig and Democratic parties were very evenly matched
in Tennessee in those days, and party contests were very
heated. It was the custom then, and a very good one,
for rival candidates for governor, or for congress, to de-
bate political questions before their constituents, and the
year 1847 was memorable for the joint discussions of the
two Browns, Aaron V. Brown, and Neil S. Brown, who
were rival candidates for governor, the first a Democrat,
and the second a Whig.

I attended their debates at Gallatin, and became very
much interested in the consideration of political ques-
tions. Under this system of joint discussion, the voters
had a much more intelligent comprehension of political
questions than it is possible to get under the ex parte
discussions almost universal at the North. The people,
like a jury in a court of law, heard both sides, and de-
cided according to the weight of evidence and argument.
Of course I soon became familiar with the peculiarities of
the slaveholding civilization around me.

Society was more distinctly stratified than in a free
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state. First, the whites and blacks, between whom an
impassable gulf was fixed, so far as civil and social rights
were concerned. The whites were then subdivided into
three grand divisions, but the boundaries were not im-
passable.  First, the slaveholding planters, who were
often educated at Northern colleges, and were polished
by foreign travel and were practically the ruling class,
and gave their lives to politics, and were the lawmakers
and statesmen of their section. With these the lawyers,
preachers, doctors might be classed. Next to them were
the merchants, manufacturers and small planters who oc-
cupied a position similar to the middle class in England.
They were not the nobility, but were next to them, and
in many ways intermingled with them.

Of course, money counted for a good deal in the old
South as it does in the North to-day, but money alone
was not a passport to the best society. A disreputable
calling was more of a ban upon a man than it is now in
most of our cities. For example, there was a rich man
near Gallatin who had made himself rich by trading in
negro slaves, and yet he was a social pariah. He was
not personally a disagreeable man, and his wife was a
woman of good family, and of many attractions, but
their fine establishment and the money that supported it
came of negro trading, a calling that the slaveholding
planters tolerated, but despised as heartily as the old
Egyptians despised the embalmers of their dead.

The poor whites, or ‘‘the poor white trash,’’ as they
were called by the negroes, I have already referred to.
They were not numerous in Middle Tennessee, and yet
every community had a few. They were not tramps or
gypsies, and yet they had some of the characteristics of
both of these nomads. ‘They hunted and fished, and car-
ried on a contraband trade with the negroes, and petty
thieves on the plantations could manage to get a little
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whisky in exchange for their plunder. They had votes,
and in close elections they were coddled by the politi-
cians, and in that way secured toleration, and some ma-
terial help. They were a queer lot, and yet, like their
prototypes, the tramps and gypsies, they seemed to enjoy
life, and would hardly change for something better if
they had an opportunity.

Naturally, it would be supposed that this class of peo-
ple would sympathize with the slaves in any desire they
might have for freedom. But such was not the fact; on
the contrary, the most ultra proslavery people in the
South were the poor whites. I could talk with the large
planters with entire freedom, and discuss the evils of
slavery fully, but to a man who never owned a slave, and
never expected to own one, it was dangerous to mention
the subject except in commendation. With the poor
white his color was the only badge of superiority over
the slave. Freedom to the slave meant degradation to
the poor white, and, therefore, to him, the mere sugges-
tion of freedom to the slave was an unpardonable sin;
and it was this feeling that made them the fiercest rebels
in the Confederate armies of the great rebellion.

In Eastern Tennessee, and in other mountain regions
of the South where there were but few slaves, the poor
whites were of a different nature, and to a large extent
were unfriendly to slavery and slaveholders, but it was
not so elsewhere. In my hunting excursions I came to
know some of the leading spirits among the poor whites,
and my taste for hunting and fishing pleased them. I
am quite sure I was neither a bold rider nor a good marks-
man, but they thought I was, and my reputation as such
was a passport to their good will. General Donelson’s
splendid gray hunter would give any body a send off who
could sit in a saddle, but their faith in my skill with the
rifle was based almost entirely upon an accidental shot
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which picked a squirrel from the top of a tall tree after
one of their best marksmen had failed to dislodge him.
As a fisherman I really had skill, which I had acquired in
early years, and I was discreet enough to keep within my
limitations, and in that way maintained a friendly footing
with this particular class of people.

Life in the country in Tennessee, as I found it, was
far more interesting than I had been accustomed to,
among the hard-working farmers of the North, and I
enjoyed it immensely, and made the most of it. My
associations, in the main, were at the top, where there
was ample leisure, considerable culture, and a free-handed
hospitality, and I was too young to vex myself very
much with the rights and wrongs of other people, and
therefore enjoyed the life that came to me, and was
happy and content.

In saying this, however, it does not follow that I was
blind to the defects of this Southern civilization, or that
I considered it preferable to what I had been accustomed
to at the North; but I simply indicate that my own par-
ticular environment was agreeable, and upon the whole,
as a formative influence, was helpful and not hurtful.
My associations, for the most part, were with the Don-
elson family and their friends and relatives, and beyond
these my intimacies were few in number, and my time
was too much occupied to allow any large familiarity
with the social life outside. The young men of my own
age, as a rule, were a careless, happy-go-lucky, fox-hunt-
ing, pleasure-loving crowd, without any special occupa-
tion or aim in life, and for such I never had any special
affinity; and so, whilst I kept on good terms with them,
I excused myself from any large participation in their
pursuits or pleasures.

The friends of General Donelson whom I met at his
house or elsewhere were mostly people of mature years,



40 RECOLLECTIONS OF A LIFETIME.

and of responsible position in life, and as members of
the ruling class they considered and discussed the various
problems of the civilization for which they were respon-
sible. ‘These problems were never more serious than
at this time. The Mexican war was in progress, and
it was evident that its conclusion would bring large
accessions of territory to the United States, and of course
this involved all the questions pertaining to the exten-
sion of slavery beyond the existing limitations. In
fact, Texas was already one of the United States, having
been annexed by act of Congress in December, 1845,
and California was acquired by conquest a year later, so
that questions pertaining to their future political status
were the main topics for consideration among Southern
statesmen when I came to Tennessee.

The people of the South were practically unanimous in
desiring to extend slavery into the newly-acquired terri-
tories, but for different reasons. A great many slave-
holders, and probably a majority, did not believe in
slavery as a desirable institution to perpetuate. They saw
its evils, but could not see how to get rid of them, and
therefore, when they saw the probable acquirement of
such continental acquisitions of new territorty as Texas,
California, and intervening lands, they hailed it with
joy as an opportunity to reduce slavery in the old states
by emigration to the new.

Another class of Southern men, under the leadership
of John C. Calhoun and his coterie, believed in slavery
per se, and taught the doctrine that a slave empire ruled
by the Anglo-Saxon race was the highest attainable civ-
ilization under existing conditions. The negroes, they
insisted, were inferior by nature, and wholly unfitted for
self-government, and that freedom to them simply meant
a return to African barbarism, and therefore the safety
of the whites and the welfare of blacks required that
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slavery should be perpetuated. The leaders of this ultra
proslavery propaganda were not only aggressive, but
they were sagacious enough to see that slavery never
could be safe unless its upholders could retain the control of
the general government; and they saw also that the time
must come in the not very distant future when the South
would be in a minority, and hence they were already
shaping events for the ultimate separation of the slave
from the free states. Of course this purpose was not
openly avowed, and was only discussed in private among
themselves.

I remember, as if it were yesterday, when the secret
was revealed to me. It was in the early autumn or late
summer of 1847. A number of prominent gentlemen
were at General Donelson’s to meet Governor Branch, of
Florida, the father of Mrs. Donelson, and her brother,
Wm. Branch, who was afterwards a brigadier-general in
the Confederate army and was killed at the second Bull
Run fight.

After dinner, we all went out under the wide-spreading
branches of a magnificent elm in front of the house, to
smoke cigars and talk. The whole party were followers
of Calhoun, and were men of mark. It was Saturday,
and I was at liberty to spend the afternoon with them.
The talk, as usual, ran upon current political questions.
Presently General Donelson’s negro boy, ‘‘Joe,”’ came in
from Hendersonville with the mail, and with the package
came a newspaper, containing a speech or letter or deliv-
erance of some kind from Mr. Calhoun upon pending
issues. My recollection is that it was the ‘‘Washington
Globe,”’ but congress could not have been in session at
that time, and therefore it could hardly have contained a
report of a speech in the senate. However, the party
around me called for the reading of Mr. Calhoun’'s
speech, and I was appointed the reader.



42 RECOLLECTIONS OF A LIFETIME.

What the speech was about I do not now remember,
beyond the fact that it presented the extreme views of
that great thinker upon the slave question with a logic
and power which no one else could command. At any
rate, it captured my hearers and started a conversation,
and interchange of ideas that opened up to me for the
first time a fair comprehension of the ultimate designs of
the ultra proslavery men of the South. They had a
magnificent dream of empire, which, in brief, contem-
plated the use of the government of the United States,
so long as they could control it, for the acquisition of
slave territory, and this included not only Texas and
California, but all between them, and then in addition
the Island of Cuba. This scheme included also, some-
where in the future, the acquisition of Mexico and Cen-
tral America, with the Gulf of Mexico as an inland sea
of the mighty oligarchy which was to come.

In the New Republic, as they were pleased to call it,
the masses of the people, as in ancient Athens, were to
be slaves; but, unlike Athens, slaves were to be black,
so that the white men who were to rule would have a
patent of nobility in their color alone. In the realiza-
tion of this scheme, the first thing to be done was to se-
cure to slavery all the territory to be acquired from
Mexico; but to this there were obstacles.

To reach California, at that time, the only practicable
way seemed to be the overland route, via St. Louis, In-
dependence and the Santa Fe trail, and that would take
them through Kansas north of the Missouri Compromise
line of 36 degrees and 30 minutes, and the Supreme
Court of the United States had decided that a slave taken
upon free soil by his master became, Zpso facto, a free
man. To remove this obstacle, the only practicable
method seemed to be the repeal of the Missouri Compro-
mise and make a slave state of Kansas. These visions
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of empire were not idle dreams, as we learned a few
years later.

The repeal of the Missouri Compromise, in all human
probability, would have carried Kansas and California
and intervening territories to the slave oligarchy, except
for the discovery of gold, which carried with it that
enormous rush of emigrants of freemen from the north-
ern states. It was God Almighty, and not northern
wisdom, that thwarted the schemes of the slave oli-
garchy. The Calhoun school of southern statesmen at
this time were doubtless largely in the minority, but they
were bold, aggressive and very able. They were at the
same time cautious and skillful, and marshaled events
with such consummate skill that when the time came for
action, they were able to control the political forces of
the country and secure the repeal of the Missouri Com-
promise line, and open for themselves a highway through
Kansas to the vast territories acquired from Mexico.
The discovery of gold, however, not only poured into
this highway an overwhelming tide of freeman from the
North, but it also whitened the seas with emigrant ships
around Cape Horn, and, later on, to and from the
Isthmus.

All this is history now, but the conspiracy for the dis-
ruption of the Union was not known to the country at
large until it was announced by the roar of cannon in
the bombardment of Fort Sumter in April, 1861, nearly
fourteen years after its revelation to me on that sunny
afternoon in 1847. Possibly I did not comprehend it
fully at that time, but it helped to shape my destiny
farther on.

Dueling in Tennessee, in my time there, was under the
ban of the law, but its spirit remained in full force in
encounters known as street fights, which in a large por-
tion of the South still prevails, and, in some respects, is
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more barborous than the formal duels. The street fights
require that the offended party, instead of sending a
formal challenge, shall notify his antagonist that he will
kill him on sight. Both parties then arm themselves,
and when they meet, the battle begins, and only ends
when one or both are ‘‘kors de combat.”’

I had a notice of this kind sent to me, but the sender
knew when he got sober that he had made a fool of him-
self, and finally apologized. General Donelson, however,
furnished me a six-shooter, and proposed to stand by me
in case of attack, but nothing came of it, and I was not
sorry; still, I had done no wrong, and would have had
no compunctions of conscience in defending myself.

The duel in all its forms is a relic of the bloody cus-
toms of the middle ages, and possibly had its origin in
the provisions of Jewish law in regard to avengers of
blood, but it is really an absurd as well as a cruel custom,
and ought to come to an end. Among English-speaking
races it is already practically ended, except in our own
Southern States, and even there it is weakening year by
year.

Governor Branch, although he was not specially bril-
liant or profound, was agreeable and interesting, and a
most excellent man in private life. As a Senator from
North Carolina for six years and a Secretary of the Navy
under Jackson, he had seen much of public life and knew
personally nearly all the leading public men of his time.
He was appointed Governor of the Territory of Florida
in 1843, and when I knew him he resided in Tallahassee.
In summer he was accustomed to travel north as far as
Saratoga, and then with the approach of autumn he
would return to Florida via Tennessee, where he visited
his daughter, Mrs. Donelson.

At the time I met him he was about sixty-five years of
age, and I never saw him again. He lived for many
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years after that and died in 1863. I have heard that two
of his sons, Lawrence and William, were generals in the
Rebel army, and were both killed. His son-in-law,
General Reed, had been killed in a duel some years be-
fore I knew him, and Mrs. Reed, a sad-faced, quiet
women, was with him. He was kind to me, and his
resemblence to my father in person and spirit attached
me to him very much.

My school year of ten months with the Donelsons was
coming to an end, and I made up my mind to go else-
where. ‘The General insisted upon my remaining, but I
told him what he was paying me would employ a gover-
ness for his own children with much better results than
was possible under the existing arrangement, and with
his help I could do better for myself elsewhere.

My first idea was to seek the charge of the academy
at Gallatin, but just then I heard of a vacancy at the
Hermitage, which for many reasons was more attractive
to me, and so armed with a letter of introduction to
Andrew Jackson, Jr., I crossed the river and rode up to
the Hermitage. The General’s recommendation proved
amply sufficient, and I closed a contract with him for a
year, and in a few days took up my residence at the
Hermitage as tutor for the Hermitage boys. These boys
were four in number. T'wo of them, Andrew and Sam-
uel, were sons of Mr. Jackson, and the other two,
William and Andrew, were sons of Mrs. Adams, who
was a widowed sister of Mrs. Jackson, who made her
home at the Hermitage. The two older boys were about
fifteen or sixteen years old, and the younger, twelve or
thirteen. The Jackson’s had a daughter also, Rachel,
but she was absent at school in Virginia.
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CHAPTER 1V.

THE HERMITAGE.

A plantation home—Early history of the Hermitage—My life at the
Hermitage—Mrs. Andrew Jackson, Jr.—The Jackson family—
Political views of the Jacksons—Judge Phillips—Slavery in the
South.

The Hermitage plantation at this time comprised, per-
haps, a thousand acres, and had been selected by General
Jackson at an early day on account of its location and
fertility. At his death in 1845, this estate, together with
another plantation in Mississippi, and other property in
Tennessee, and all his slaves, came into possession of his
adopted son by will. ‘The Hermitage property was kept
in order and cultivated by some fifty slaves, and all its
appointments were of the best. In fact, at that time, I
presume there was no estate in Tennessee of superior at-
tractions.

Andrew Jackson, Jr., was a nephew of Mrs. Jackson,
and was adopted by the General when an infant, and he
became his heir at his death. His twin brother, Samuel
Donelson, when I was at the Hermitage, resided in Phila-
delphia, but I never met him.

Andrew Jackson, Jr., although he never made any
special figure in the world, was a man of fair ability and
excellent character. He was a gentleman in the true
sense of the term; a kind husband and father, a good
neighbor, a rather too-confiding friend, and in all re-
spects was a worthy citizen, and an upright, useful,
Christian man,
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Mrs. Andrew Jackson, Jr., was a Miss York, of Phila-
delphia, and went to the White House as the wife of the
adopted son of the president during his first term of of-
fice. She was a woman of beauty, refinement and cul-
ture, and was in every respect fitted to adorn the position
she occupied. She was a great favorite with the Gen-
eral, and to the day of his death she remained the trusted
and unquestioned head of his household affairs.

The history of the Hermitage household prior to my
residence there is interesting, but it is not a part of my
own personal experiences. I wrote it up, however, quite
fully thirty years ago, and it was published in 1871,
in the early numbers of a weekly journal, called ‘“The
Capital,”’ established and edited by Donn Piatt and
George Alfred Townsend, at Washington, D. C. ‘These
articles also contain a good deal of my own experiences
at the Hermitage, and in fact were headed ‘“Three
Years at the Hermitage;’’ but still I will not repeat
what is already in print beyond what is necessary to
indicate my environment and connect the thread of my
story.

Our schoolroom was the library which remained sub-
stantially as it was when General Jackson died two years
before. A large front window overlooked the garden in
which was the General’'s tomb. There were two doors,
one opening into the hall, and the other with the Gen-
eral’s room, where he died. The spaces between doors
and windows were filled with book-cases and books. A
writing table and half a dozen chairs constituted the
furniture. One of the chairs was a relic of President
Washington, having been his office chair. It was a
large, leather-covered armchair, and very comfortable
for use. It was a sunny, pleasant room, and here for
nearly three years I passed the larger portion of my wak-
ing hours.
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My pupils were bright, cheerful well-behaved boys, and
as there were only four of them, my duties were not onerous
and I had ample opportunity for reading and studying for
my own improvement. My own experience is that the
work of teaching, faithfully done, educates the teacher as
much as it does his pupils, and I certainly found it so,
and I have always believed that the years I spent in
teaching were as useful as a college course.

It is true, my opportunities at the Hermitage were ex-
ceptionally good, not only in the schoolroom, but in the
family and social life of which I was a part; but still for
a young man, the discipline, attention and self control
essential to success as a teacher cannot be otherwise than
helpful to his mental and moral growth. My life at the
Hermitage was so even in its tenor, so placid in all its
ongoings, so free from cares, or exciting incidents, that
one day was very much like every other day, and all were
sunny and agreeable. In fact, my Hermitage life, to a
large extent, was the realization of the poet’s dream:

“‘Oh, for a bright little isle of our own,
In the blue summer ocean far out and alone.”

I have no doubt the people around me, in the house or
on the plantation, had the anxieties and troubles com-
mon to humanity, but they did not extend to me.
Everybody, whether white or black, was considerate of
my comfort and happiness, and I cannot recall a single
unpleasant incident or unkind word calculated in the
slightest to mar the serenity of my life.

Notwithstanding all this, my life was by no means a
dull monotony. ‘The schoolroom, of course, was my
central occupation, and its requirements were amply
sufficient for the fullest activity of head and heart.
Outside of the schoolroom, mornings and evenings, and
Saturdays, the forests, and fields, and rivers invited us
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to outdoor enjoyments, of which we were not slow in ac-
cepting.

On Saturday, especially, Mr. Jackson and I, together
with one or more of the boys, often rode for miles
through the Cumberland and Stone river bottoms in
search of game, and enjoyed ourselves immensely in the
crisp air of autumn or early winter.

At the Hermitage I acquired a taste for natural history
and made it a special study whilst there, and it has been
delightful to me ever since. The books in the library
indicated that General Jackson had a taste for such
studies, and among these books was a set of Audubon’s
superb volumes upon ‘‘The Birds of America,’”’ which
afforded me every opportunity to identify the feathered
denizens of the surrounding country. I dabbled also in
botany, geology and entomology, but without an in-
structor I could not make much progress. Still I came
into contact with nature more intelligently than I other-
wise would, and made an acquaintance with her that has
been a joy to me ever since.

In the house we had much to interest us outside of
the schoolroom. Visitors without number came to the
Hermitage to see the tomb and home of Jackson, and of
these, such as were known to the family or had letters
of introduction, many were invited into the house, and to
have distinguished people at dinner with us was the rule
rather than the exception. Among these I remember an
English lord, and a Russian count, and various other
dignitaries from our own and other countries.

One of our educational amusements, at our meals when
alone, and elsewhere, when together, was to criticize
each other as to grammar and pronunciation, and from
it we profited not a little. I know I did, and the habit
of accuracy in pronunciation thus acquired has remained

4
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with me ever since, and I rarely hear a speaker I cannot
correct.

Mrs. Jackson was a very accomplished woman. She
was born and raised and educated in Philadelphia, and
after her marriage was at the White House several years
as its mistress; and, of course, as ‘‘the first lady in the
land,”” she was the head of social life of Washington
City.

With the close of Jackson's term of office, in March,
1841, she left Washington thoroughly tired of fashion-
able life, and came to the Hermitage, delighted with
the quiet domestic life it afforded, and I have often
heard her rejoice in the exchange thus made. Her hus-
band fully sympathized with her in her preference of
home over public life, and so they were contented and
happy in the quiet enjoyment of the Hermitage. Mrs.
Jackson at this time was a year or two under forty, and
Mr. Jackson was a year or two over forty, and both were
in full health and vigor. Mrs. Jackson was a fine con-
versationalist, and was full of reminiscences of Washing-
ton and Hermitage life and of famous people she had
met. She abounded also in anecdotes of General Jack-
son, and if I had been wise enough to have kept a record
of these talks, I could give the world a much better
idea of Jackson as he really was than it is likely to get.
I was a good listener and she was a good talker, and so
between, us we got along famously together, and almost
every day I was entertained and instructed by her con-
versations, and sometimes on a rainy Saturday for many
continuous hours.

Mrs. Adams was older than her sister, Mrs. Jackson,
and was of a different temperament. She was a woman
of good sense and judgment, but was quiet and sedate.
Her married life had not been happy, and she was now a
widow and dependent upon the Jacksons for a home.
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These families, however, lived together as one house-
hold in perfect unity and harmony, and so far as I could
detect without the slightest friction. The Jacksons and
Mrs. Adams were all members of the Presbyterian
Church and were exemplary Christians.

The home life of the Hermitage was admirable in
every way, and continued such until the cyclone of war
tore it all to pieces. The Hermitage family and the
Donelson family were quite dissimilar in their tastes,
habits, aspirations and general tone. Both were ad-
mirable in their way, and both were very kind to me.
The Jacksons were essentially a religious people, and made
their enjoyment and employment mainly in the care and
management of their children and in the direction and
control of the half a hundred slaves upon the plantation.
Of course they necessarily entertained largely, and took
pleasure in having friends and visitors about them and
making them happy. Political ambitions, if they ever
had any, seemed fully gratified in what they had ex-
perienced with General Jackson and the consideration
they still received.

In the political controversies of the time they took no
active participation beyond maintaining emphatically the
ideas incalculated and illustrated by General Jackson.
This necessarily made them antagonistic to the Calhoun
ideas of state sovereignty and the right of secession. I
was often told by the Jacksons that the one thing the
the General always regretted was that he had not
hanged Calhoun for high treason during the nullifica-
tion times in South Carolina. The result was that the
Jacksons were not friendly to Calhoun or his followers,
and I do not remember that any of them ever visited the
Hermitage whilst I was there.

The Donelson family, on the other hand, were ardent
followers of Calhoun, and General Donelson was one of
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the ablest of the Calhoun leaders in Tennessee, and was
ambitious of political advancement. The Donelsons
whilst they were not irreligious yet the atmosphere of
the home was not distinctly Christian as it was at the
Hermitage. The disciples of Calhoun were not nu-
merous in Tennessee at this time, but they comprised
some of the most influential members of the Democratic
party, and were rapidly gaining adherents. A dozen
years later the doctrine of state sovereignty had pro-
gressed so far among the people as to enable its ad-
vocates to carry the state into the vortex of secession.
Of course it was neither proper nor prudent for me, in
local controversy of this kind, to mix in. I had friends
on both sides, and, therefore, contented myself with
being a Democrat on general principles, and making
myself a listener rather than a talker on political sub-
jects.

During the presidential contest of 1848, in which
Cass was the candidate of the Democrats and Taylor of
the Whigs, the question of the extension of slavery into
the territories entered into the discussions somewhat,
and the fact that Taylor was a slaveholder probably
gave him preference in the South, but still he could not
have been elected except for the defection of the Free-
soil Democrats, under the leadership of Van Buren,
which gave him the electoral votes of New York. I
was not yet a voter, but still I was interested in the
discussions and was friendly to the election of Cass.

The next year (1849), when I became of age, I cast
my first vote for William O. Trousdale, the Democratic
candidate for governor. During these years I was fre.
quently in Nashville, where I had friends and acquaint-
ances. Nashville was about twelve miles away on the
Lebanon Pike and was of easy access; and through the
Jacksons I was in friendly relations with many of the
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best people. I knew also some of the large planters in
Middle Tennessee and enjoyed visiting them, especially
during the Christmas holidays.

One of the most interesting men I have ever known
was a Judge Phillips, who resided a few miles from Mur-
freesboro, and was one of the largest slaveholders in the
state. He was a man well advanced in life, but greatly
enjoyed the companionship of young men. He had been
prominent in the politics in the state, and had known
personally all the leading men of his time. He was an
aid to General Jackson at the battle of New Orleans, and
was a close friend of Jackson throughout his career. His
recollections of Jackson and his times were endless, and
his knowledge of the statesmen and the statesmanship of
the first half of the present century was so comprehen-
sive, that it was exceedingly interesting to hear him. I
have spent hours, and even whole days, in listening to
him without weariness. Of all the men I have met I
have never known a broader, wiser, or more philosophic
thinker than Judge Phillips. Although he was a large
slaveholder, there was no one, not even Jefferson, who
was more conscious of the dangers and evils of slavery,
and to him more than any one else I owe my early anti-
slavery convictions. His visions of coming events were
almost prophetic, but he could see no way to avert the
deluge. My days with Judge Phillips were a liberal ed-
ucation upon political and historical subjects, and I have
always remembered him with gratitude.

Slavery, as I saw it, was not the unmitigated evil it
has been considered by Northern people. Certainly to
the slaves themselves their condition was far preferable
towhat it would have been among their kinsmen in Africa,
and nowhere in the world’s history has the negro race
been so well cared for, or so fully protected, or so highly
civilized, as they have been in the United States.
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Probably there was no other possible way in which this
could have been accomplished except in the compulsory
school of slavery. We think of them as having been
torn from family, friends, and country, but we should
remember that in their removal to a southern plantation
their condition was so vastly improved that, comparatively
speaking, it was a change from hell to heaven.

Slavery, as I saw it, was rarely cruel. As a rule, the
slaves were kindly cared for, and were all fairly well fed,
housed, and clothed. The labor required of them was
not one-half of what was expected of free labor in the
North, and for this reason an overseer from the North
was far more exacting than white men of the South.

The truth is, the negro race, in the compulsory school
of slavery, has been elevated to a plane of civilization
higher than it has ever attained elsewhere in the world’s
history, and now that the negro has graduated into free-
dom and full citizenship, the hope of his future lies in
the training and discipline he received in bondage as
much as in anything we can do for him now. In fact,
without that preliminary training, he could do but very
little, or at the best nothing more, than has been done in
Africa.

Slavery to the negro was a civilizer, and undoubtedly
elevated him far above his previous condition of savagery,
but to the whites, as a whole, it was a great curse in al-
most every direction. It corrupted morals, degraded
labor, stifled enterprise, and so handicapped the indus-
trial development of the South, that, with all its su-
perior advantages by nature, it steadily fell behind its
northern competitors.

Doubtless, in the future, when the relations between
the two races are harmoniously adjusted, the South will
regain much, and possibly all, that was lost by slavery;
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but, in the nature of things, it will require several gen-
erations to accomplish this result.

The negro problem is a perplexing one, but I have
the faith to believe that Christianity and education will
solve it in due time. It may be a long time, but pa-
tience and perseverance, together with the cordial co-
operation of Christian people, North and South, will con-
quer in the end. In the main, the negro problem must
be solved by the white people of the South. We of ‘the
North can help them by maintaining schools, and espe-
cially industrial and normal schools for the training of
colored teachers, and theological schools for the prepara-
tion of preachers for colored churches. Probably the
greatest bar to progress, at the present time, is the igno-
rance and immorality of the old-time colored preachers,
with whom emotional demonstrations are far more im-
portant than any observance of the requirements of the
decalogue.
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CHAPTER V.

GENERAL JACKSON’s HOME LIFE.

Jackson’s inner life—Wife of General Jackson—The Jackson Cem-
etery—The Hermitage servants—¢‘Alfred, the overseer ’—Gen-
eral Jackson’s later life—Closing scenes—Return to my early
home—Plantation life—The Jackson children.

General Jackson died two years before I came to the
Hermitage, and I never knew him personally, but living,
as I did for three years, in daily association with his
family and friends, I learned a great deal about his pri-
vate life, and personal characteristics, that were very in-
teresting to me, and may be to others. Even the public
life of Jackson has failed to get into history in a shape
to do him the justice he deserves.

Mr. Parton has done the best by far of any who have
attempted it, but he fails to comprehend the spirit of the
man. The portrait he gives us, like a shadow on the
wall, is doubtless correct, as far as it goes, as a mere
outline, but, like a shadow on the wall, it has no breath
init. ‘“There is no speculation in those eyes.”’ That
nameless something which we call individuality is largely
wanting, or, at least, is grossly perverted.

The man Jackson, as he appeared to his family and to
those of his contemporaries who were nearest to him, was
a very different man from what is revealed of him in any
histories yet written, and his countrymen will have to
wait for some future Motley or Macaulay to do him jus-
tice. Jackson himself expected his close friend, Francis
P. Blair, Sr., would write the history of his public life,
and for that purpose put him in possession of the neces-
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sary materials for such a work. Why Mr. Blair failed to
fulfill those expectations, I do not know.

It has been said by some one that ‘“No man is a hero
to his wife or to his valet.”” My own conviction, however,
is that a man who is not a hero to his wife and his valet
is no hero at all, but is a sham and a fraud. A real hero,
worthy of the name, is the more a hero the nearer you
approach his inner life. ‘This was precisely the case with
Jackson, in my experience, at the Hermitage. To the
Jackson household, from the least to the greatest, white
or black, as they knew him, he was the model man of
the world, and especially so in all the relations of home
life.

When I went to the Hermitage, the wife of General
Jackson had been dead for nearly twenty years, and yet
the aroma of her presence filled the air and penetrated
every nook and corner of the neighborhood. I have
often wondered what it was in this diffident, retiring,
uncultured woman which so won all hearts which came
within the sphere of her influence. She dominated the
volcanic nature of her fiery husband as the sun the
humid vapors of the morning. There never was a mo-
ment in Jackson’s married life but he would have died
for her upon the rack or at the stake. Even in death,
her influence ceased not, and her memory with Jackson,
at the White House, was more powerful than congress,
cabinets or kings. It controlled his passions; it curbed
his tongue; it held him true to his convictions of right
and duty; it kept ablaze the fires of Christian faith with
the fuel of fond hopes of a reunion with her in a better
world to come.

In public and in private life, in the White House and
at the Hermitage, down to the day of his death, Jackson
never retired to rest at night without taking from his
bosom the miniature portrait of his wife and placing it
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in a position, propped up against his Bible, so as to be
the last thing seen when he went into the land of dreams
and the first thing to greet him when the morning sun
recalled the light.

On his return home, after months of absence at Wash-
ington, his first greetings were not to his family, not to
his friends, not to his servants, but to the memory of
her who slept beneath the little temple in the garden,
and to which he wended his way as a weary pilgrim to a
saintly shrine. ‘The seclusion, the silence, and the
solemnity of these visits, so far as I have heard, were
never violated or profaned by the presence of inquiring
eyes.

This adoration of Jackson was not engendered by the
absence of reciprocal affection from other women. He
was no Caliban bewitched by Miranda because she was
the only woman he had ever seen. Far from it. Gen-
eral Jackson was a universal favorite among women.
He was as courtly as Chesterfield and as chivalrous in
his bearing as any knight who ever poised a lance. The
cause must lie deeper. It must have been that Rachel
Jackson possessed the qualities essential to the creation
of a flame so grand. What were they? I have often
asked as I studied her portrait in the front parlor at the
Hermitage. The portrait may have belied her, but her
friends said not. At any rate, there was a stout woman
with a kindly face, over which the breezes of fifty sum-
mers had blown lightly, but there was no suggestion of
any special beauty. The whole range of the floral
kingdom presents no specimen for comparison, unless it
is the humble dandelion opening its sunny petals in the
grassy meadows of spring.

After all, is not the dandelion a lovable flower as it
looks up into your face so kindly in spring, and re-
minds us the chilly winds of winter are gone? Little
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children love it and bless it as they kiss the dews from
its motherly face. At any rate, this was all the portrait
told me, and perhaps it was all it needed to tell me as an
addition to what I already knew of the womanly virtues
of the original. Still, in her youth, Rachel Donelson
(for that was her maiden name) must have had some
physical attractions as well as mental, for without them
she could hardly have made the commotion she did
among the roaring blades of Nashville in those early
days of Tennessee.

However, I do not propose to go into that branch of
the subject. Parton, and the political newspapers of the
Jackson presidential times have done that with more
than sufficient particularity. Suffice it to say, that no
woman ever made a man a better wife than she did An-
drew Jackson. For thirty-seven years (from 1791 to
1828) they lived together in as happy a home as this
world can know. Mrs. Jackson died in December, 1828,
in the midst of the triumph of her husband'’s election to
the highest office in the gift of the American people.
Her death, doubtless, was hastened by the dastardly as-
saults upon her fair fame, made by the public prints in the
political controversies of the day. Her gentle spirit
could not brook the ruthless slanders poured upon her
head, and so she died. If anyone can read the glimpses
of that death scene as given by faithful ‘‘old Hannah,”
in Parton’s life of Jackson, without a mist in his eyes, I
pity him.

Over her grave in the little temple in the Hermitage
garden is a plain marble slab, and upon it is an inscrip-
tion, written by her husband, which is as follows:

‘‘Here lies the remains of Mrs. Rachel Jackson, wife
of President Jackson, who died the 22d of December, 1828,
aged sixty one. Her face was fair, her person pleasing,
her temper amiable, her heart kind; she delighted in re-
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lieving the wants of her fellow-creatures, and cultivated
that divine pleasure by the most liberal and unpretend-
ing methods: to the poor she was a benefactor; to the
rich an example; to the wretched a comforter; to the
prosperous an ornament, her piety went hand in hand
with her benevolence, and she thanked her Creator for
being permitted to do good. A being so gentle and
virtuous, slander might wound but not dishonor. Even
death, when he tore her, from the arms of her husband,
could but transport her to the bosom of her God.”

The Hermitage servants, two or three of whom I have
already referred to, were about fifty in number, and were
all slaves. Among them was George, who had been the
General’s body servant, and Charles, his carriage driver.
Old Dick was another character, and had held various
positions near the General, but his love of Robertson
county whiskey interfered sadly with the permanency of
his promotions. Poor old Charles, also, had a weakness
in that direction. Hannah was the diningroom servant,
and Aunt Gracy and Nancy were the patron saints of the
sewing and chamber departments. From this list I ought
not to exclude ‘‘Billy,” who was a special attaché of my
own. He was as black as Erebus, and as mischievous and
as supple as a kitten. He was the errand boy of the
schoolroom, and game carrier in our hunting excur-
sions.

Outside of the house servants were the plantation
hands of all grades, and consisted of men, women and
children, of all ages and shades of color. The most
noticeable among these was Alfred, who, in the absence
of his master, acted as overseer: Alfred was a man of
powerful physique, and had the brains and executive
powers of a major-general. He was thoroughly reliable,
and was fully and deservedly trusted in the management
of the plantation affairs. He had the easiest and most
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honorable position possible for a slave, but he was far
from being content. He thirsted for freedom. I re-
member meeting him one evening as I strolled through
the park. As usual, I accosted him pleasantly, and in-
quired after various matters connected with his farm em-
ployments. He seemed, however, unusually reticent and
gloomy, and instead of answering my questions he
changed the topic with the remark, ‘“‘You white folks
have easy times, don’t you?’ ‘‘Why so, Alfred?” I
asked. ‘‘You have liberty to come and go as you will,”
he replied. I soon found that he was full of discontent
with his lot, and I thought it wise to turn his attention
to the brighter side. ‘Therefore, I said, ‘“You have a
kind master, have you not?” ‘‘Yes, Massa Andrew is
always very kind.” ‘‘You have a wife and children and
a pleasant home, have you not?”’ ‘‘Yes, but who knows
how long Massa Andrew will live?”” I saw that the
shadow of possible separation darkened his thought, and
I took another tack. I showed him how freedom had its
burdens as well as slavery; that God had so constituted
human life that every one in every station had a load to
carry, and that he was the wisest and the happiest who
contentedly did his duty, and looked to a world beyond,
where all inequalities would be made even. Alfred did
not seem disposed to argue the question with me, or to
combat my logic, but he quietly looked up into my face
and popped this question at me, ‘‘How would you like
to be a slave?” It is needless to say I backed out as
gracefully as I could, but I have never yet found an
answer to the argument embodied in that question.
General Jackson was a kind master, and fully recog-
nized all of his Christian obligations in that relation.
Under his rule slavery appeared in its least offensive
form, and his dependents regarded him more in the light
of a friend than a taskmaster. The convictions of
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Jackson were adverse to the existence of the institution,
but, like many other southern men, he could see no im-
mediate way to emancipation except through evils greater
than slavery itself; and so he waited for the developing
processes of time, apprehensive, but hoping for a peace-
ful solution of the problem.

At the allotted age of three score years and ten, Jack-
son left office and left Washington City, broken in health,
and to some degree broken in fortune. Not a single day
of health passed over him afterwards; in fact, almost
every hour was filled with pain. The seven years of
life which followed were years of retirement at his
Hermitage home. Although his interest and influence
in the politics of the country never left him, still his
time, in the main, was devoted to home duties, such as
the direction of his farm affairs, and kindly ministra-
tions to his family and friends. He endeavored not only
to supply but to anticipate every want of those around
him. He was the peacemaker of the neighborhood and
the friend and counselor of all.

Mr. Parton has given us a very full and interesting
account of these last days, but there is still another little
anecdote, untold, which is exceedingly characteristic of
Jackson’s thoughtfulness for the comfort or pleasure of
those around him. On the front verandah were a large
number of beautiful flowers which Mrs. Jackson had
cherished with much care. Some of them were rare
exotics, brought by Commodore Barron from the Mediter-
ranean sea. ‘T'wo or three days before his death, Jackson
called the attention of his adopted son to those flowers, as
the fragrance of their summer bloom floated through the
open window of the sick room. ‘‘My son,” said the dying
man, slowly and with gasping breath, ‘‘Sarah loves those
flowers. At my funeral there will be many persons, and,
unless the flowers are protected, the chances are they will be
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carried away as mementos; therefore, take them to the
upper verandah and lock the door, and then they will be
safe.”’

Suffice it to say, these instructions were forgotten or
neglected and the flowers were lost; but who, except
Jackson, would have thought of such a thing at such a
time? The flowers were lost, but the recollection of the
kindly remembrance of Jackson at such an hour will
bloom forever.

And thus he died.

In November, 1849, my father died, and for various
reasons it seemed necessary that I should return to the
north. I had been in Tennessee over three years, and
had attained an age when it was important that I should
recommence my legal studies if I expected to be a lawyer.
There were strong inducements to make my home per-
manently in Tennessee. I had as powerful friends, as
any young man could reasonably desire, to push my
fortunes, and it was suggested that I should attend the
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